7 heT tuning of the Sbrttol ' 

j fat. Oh ho intrcatc her, nay then (he muft noedes come, 
Hor. I atn affraid fir, doe what you can 
Enter Bioniello , 

Yours will not be intreated : No w where’s my wife ? 

Sion. She fayes youhauc fome goodly left in hand, 

She will not come .(he bids you come to her, 

‘Petr. Worfeandworfe,(hewitt not come* 

Oh vild,intollcrable, not to beindur’d : ) 

Sirra Grumiof goe to your Minns, 

Say I command her come to me. £^ f> 

Hor . I know her anfwerc. 

Pet. What? 

Hor, She will act. 

Petr. The fouler fortune mine, and there an end. 


Enter Katerina. 

Bap. Now by my hollidatn here comes Katerina. 
Kat , yvhac is your will fir, that you fend for me ? 
Petr. Where is your fitter, and Hortenjies wife l 
Kate. They fit conferring by the Parler fire. 

Petr. Goe fetch them hither, if they denie to come, 
Swinge me them foundly forth vnto their husbands : 
Away I fay, and bringthem hither ttraight. 

Luc. Here is a wonder, if you talkc of a wonder. 
Hor . And fo it is : I wonder what it beads. 

Petr. Marrie peace it boads, and loue, and quiet life 
An awfull rule, and right fuprcmacie s 

And to be (hort, what not, that’s fwcete and happie, 

‘Bap. Now fairc befall thee good Pe truckie ; 

The wager theu haft won, and I will adde 
Vnto their Ioffes tweatie thoufand crowncs. 

Another dowrie to another daughter, 

For (he is chang’d asftiehadneuerbin. 

Petr. Nay, I will win my wager better yet, 

And (hew more figne of her obedience, 

Her new built vertue and obedience. 

Enter Kate , Bianca, and JViddow. 

See where (he comes, and brings your fro ward WlUCS 
• A? prisoners to her womanlie pcrlwafion; 





Yk faming of the ShreV, 

Uterin . that Cap of yours becomes you not, 
Swiththatbable, throw itvndcrfooce. 

°fc Lord let me neuer hauc a caufc to figh, 

till I be brought to fuch a ffilte paffe, . 

Eian Fie what a foolilli dutic call you tins ? 

Uc [ J would your dutie were asfooUfc too : 

Pet. Come on I fay, and firft begin with her, 

mi. She (hall not*. . ... 

Pet. I fay fhe (hall, and firft begin with her. 

Kate. Fie,fie,vnknit that threatning vnkind brow. 
And dart not fcorncfull glances from thofe cies, 

To wound thy Lord, thy King, thy ^"nour. 

It blots thy beautic, asfrsfts dosbne the ffeuw**- , 
Confoundsthy fame, as whiilewindes (hake fane budd » 

Andin no fence is mcete or amiable. 

Awotnan mou’d, is likea fountainc t?oublea B 
Muddie,ill feeming thicke, bereft of beauac f 
And while it isfo, nonefo drie or thirftis 
Will dargne to fip, or touch ope dropof it. 

Thy husband i9 thy Lord, thy life, thy Keeper, 

Thy head, thy foueraigne tone that cares for chcc e 
And for thy maintenance. Commits his bodic 
To painfull labour, both by fca and land : 

To watch the night in (formes , the day in cold, 

Whi’ft thou \y\\ warm cat home, fccuse ana fate? 
Andcraues no other tribute at thy hands, 

Butlouc, farelookes, and true obedience; 

Too litlc payment for fo great a debt. 

Such dutie as the fubieft owes the Prince, 

Euen fuch a woman oweth to her husband s 
And when (he is froward, pteuifti, fullen, lower , 

And not obedient to his honeft wills 
What is (he but a foule contending Rtbel^ 


